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all the rest one entire field of 100 acres, without any
hedge, except the hither holly hedge joining to the bank
of the mount walk. This was the beginning of all the
succeeding gardens, walks, groves, inclosures, and plan-
tations there.

2ist January, 1653. I went to London, and sealed
some of the writings of my purchase of Sayes Court.

3oth January, 1653. At our own parish church, a
stranger preached* There was now and then an honest
orthodox man got into the pulpit, and, though the present
incumbent was somewhat of the Independent, yet he
ordinarily preached sound doctrine, and was a peaceable
man; which was an extraordinary felicity in this age.

ist February, 1653. Old Alexander Rosse (author of
^Virgilius Evangelizans? and many other little books)
presented me with his book against Mr. Hobbes's <( Levi-
athan^

ipth February, 1653, I planted the orchard at Sayes
Court; new moon, wind west.

22d February, 1653, Was perfected the sealing, livery,
and seisin of my purchase of Sayes Court. My brother,
George Glanville, Mr. Scudamore, Mr. Offley, Co. Wil-
liam Glanville (son to Sergeant Glanville, sometime
Speaker of the House of Commons), Co. Stephens, and
several of my friends dining with me. I had bargained
for ^3,200,.but I paid ^3,500.

25th March? 1653 Came to see me that rare graver in
taille-douce^ Monsieur Richett; he was sent by Cardinal
Mazarine to make a collection of pictures,

nth April, 1653 I went to take the air in Hyde
Park, where every coach was made to pay a shilling,
and horse sixpence, by the sordid fellow who had pur-
chased it of the state, as they called it,

17th May, 1653. My servant Hoare, who wrote those
exquisite several hands, fell of a fit of an apoplexy,
caused, as I suppose, by tampering with mercury about
an experiment in gold.

2pth May, 1653. I went to London, to take my last
leave of my honest friend, Mr. Barton, now dying; it
was a great loss to me and to my affairs. On the
sixth of June, I attended his funeral.

8th June, 1653. Came my brother George, Captain
Evelyn, the great traveler, Mr. Muschamp, my cousin,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